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Satire shou.d iike a volish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarceiv felt or seen. —LapY MONTAGUE. 


Thev supniv information a8 to the person and 


“ Poittieal Pasoutnades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humbie ones,) of Political History. 
uahits often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found eisewhere.”~-CROKER’S New Wuic GuIDe 
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down to Bobby Peel, the boots, it is an establishment composed of 
the very worst of characters. To come to the present subject of 
the picture above—John Bull having set out upon his very im- 
portant journey of Reform, of course required every assistance on 
the road, in furtherance of the object of his expedition. Having 
stopped at the Whig Inn, and received the most humble promises 
of attention, which, by tne bye, have often been given to him 
before, and have too often been violated: he, nevertheless, made 
up his mind to give the concern another trial, more particularly as 
he found it had got into the hands of a new landlord, named Mel- 
bourne, who had expressed his determination to conduct the House 
upon liberal principles. John, however, had not been, there long, 
before he found the promises of the Whig landlord were not faith- 
fully kept. When he called for any thing, it was invariably found 
that what he wanted was not brought until sometime after John 
called for it; and when he did get it, he almost always had to 
complain of the smallness of the measure. This treatment not 
suiting John’s views, he sent for Melbourne, the landlord, and be- 
gan taking him to task for his inattention, not to say his disho- 
nesty, in advertising that which he was not prepared to supply to 
his customers. Melbourne excused himself, by saying that he did 
his best; and added, that if his measures were mean and paltry, it 
TORY BUGS. si is fault; but that, being obliged to get them all from 
John Bull, being on his travels, looked out for an inn where he | was oot His fanit; bat teal, eing chiiged to ? a 

might put up for the night. He had tried maav inns, but had the seas inn, the Crown, he was not always supplied with a ae 
never been able to meet with honest treatment At the Crown he | ae the, Onsen so (ideral as those he was personally pitting ‘e 
had met with the greatest disappointment—at the King’s Arms Eyre 0 his customers, John Bull thought this put 8 poor B00 Very 
he had not found by any means comfortable aacnmemndal on. aad Backnied excnee, aud canmatey to take ws for edt * 3 porter, 
the company about the place was so extremely bad that it ate aad though he was not very well pleased with it, having been put off 
tafe to remain about the premises. ‘He had also made several trials | - ae eprt Ms sabed sary nymber of other ee ee ay a 
°f the Tory Commercial Hotel but had been so repeatedly robbed | eoquires about the vermin that nea bbcktere agg hp ache ts 
and cheated by the gang who kept it, that he has frequently re- | dark, alluding to those blood-sucking wretches, the “Tory bugs, 
‘Ived never to have recourse to it anita though he has now and | wee hare for 60 many youre pans been : eis greatest annoyandée. 
then been led to it even recently by 4 promise of honesty and arerneurne pretended to despise the Tory bags -sltegeter, wad 
attention, and fee a want of sihee accommodation, It ba how. | opened nat Be had, with the co-operation of Russell, the nouse- 
ORs Sakae den af hin, ne = aa Ai | maid, succeeded in eradicating the whole brood. Upon the faith 
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of this, John Bull turned into bed, but he had 


warmed in it, than swarms of the noxious wretches instantly began 
to pour forth from their dirtv nooks, and thinking Jobn Bull was 
John, who has long 


asleep, continued as usual molesting him. 


found it necessary to be at all times wide awake, started up directly 


le felt the bugs at work, and ringing the bell with extraordinary 


violence, brought to his aid the landlord and menials of the Whig 
Melbourne, the host, came up with the light of 


establishment. 
knowledge, in the vain hope of being able at once to scare them 
away, and Russell came up with a large and peculiar Reform mea- 
sure, in which he boasted that many had already been sent to pot, 
and brandishing it with great violence, he threatened destruction to 
the whole brood. Spring Rice, the waiter, was up in arms with 


the tongs, but when it came to the point, there was not one of the | 
establishment, neither landlord, waiter, boots, or chambermaid, | 


that dared resolutely to handle the bugs, and commence the good 
work of extermination. 

In what we have said above, we have been speaking allegori- 
cally, but the allegory admits of a very easy explanation. The 
Inns where John Bull bas been taken in and done for, as the say- 
ing is, are, where Tories and Whigs have been In alternately—the 
King's Arms—that has cramped the liberality of Whig measures, 
is, royal prerogative, and the bugs are, as we all know, the Tories. 
The hesitation of the Whig domestics to grapple with and extermi- 
nate the bugs, is being continually exemplified, but never more 
forcibly than in the tacit submission to the overthrow of the Irish 


Bill, while they have stood looking on, literally speaking, allow- | 


ing the bugs to gain their object, after a very considerable degree 
of hectoring and vapouring about their determination to rid us of 
the nuisance. The truth of the matter is, that the bugs will never 
be got rid of until a political Tiffin® is discovered, who will exter- 
minate the whole race with decision and energy. The only person 
we know, that is at all likely to occupy the unfortunate position in 
the world of politics, that Tiffin has so long maintained in the so- 
cial sphere, is O'Connell. He is, indeed, a political 7iffin, and 
if the Tory bugs are to be rooted out of the snug corners that they 
have crept into, he has prepared for them some ot the most potent 
lotions which it is quite impossible they can survive the effects of. 
He has already succeeded in snapping a few of them between his 
fingers; and, among others, that most animated and frisky bug, 
Lyndhurst, has been made to feel the force of his sharp fingers — 
That bloated old bug, Eldon, has come in now and then for a fillip, 
and that putrescent old warmint, Wynford, has had more than his 
share of persuasives, but still there is no shaking the determined 
bug from the strong hold he has bit upon John Bull's body. A 
short time will, we trust, see the total overthrow of the filthy 
reptiles. 


A PAPER WAR 











Some of the papers are indulging themselves in the most vio- 
lent invectives against one another, and are daily pouring forth 
buckets of slush upon each other's characters, Though there is a 
great deal of acrimony in what is said, there is likewise a great 
deal of truth in it. They call each other blackguards, thieves, 
liars, and rogues, with the most determined candour ; and every dav 
something comes forth from each party calculated to bring the other 
into fresh disgrace and ridicule. 


the Standard; and to it they all go, like bugs in a butter-boat. 
Jn fact, the war of the papers is worthy of a melody. 





* Tiff is the name of a celebrated bug destroyer opposite Nortolk 
Street, in the Strand. The board outside his residence states, that he has 
been fi/ty years bug destroyer tothe King. We should have thought half a 
century rather too much time to be occupied in the destruction of bugs in 
immediate connection with his majesty. The King {God bless him] must 
be literally swarming. 
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no sooner got 


SS 


The Times attacks the Courier, | 
and the Courier flies at the Times; the Chronicle pounces upon | 


Air—* March, march, Ettrick and Tevtotdale ’ 


Lie, lie, Standard and Morning Post— 
Why the deuce do you not lie in some order : 
Fib, fib, all of corruption’s host— 
Keep not your lies within any border. 
Chronicle every day —bluster and baw! away— 
Calling the Times a cut-throat marauder . 
Times every day shall tell lies of the Chronicle, 
Swearing it must be the root of disorder. 


| While we are upon the divine subject of song, we cannot help 
| subjoining a fine and spirited version of *‘ Bruce’s Address to his 
it is intended as Lyndburst’s Address to the Peers :— 


| Army.’ 


| 

| Peers, wha ha vour country bled, 

Peers, who by ‘the nose are led, 

| By a chap wot’s got 1.0 head— 

And that cliap is me. 

See the House of Commons lower— 

See approach the people’s power— 

Now’s the day, and now’s the hour— 
Give them slavery. 


| W ha would bea Whiggish knave— 
Wha would let the people have 

| What they insolently crave— 
D—d—why let him be. 

Wha for filling churchmen’s maw-— 





| In debate would raise his jaw— 
By corruption stand or fa 
Let him vote with me. 


| By the penalties and pains— 

By our most incessant drains 

On the public’s money veins— 
With them we’ll make free. 

By the pensions that we draw— 

By the sinecures we claw— 

By the wish we have for more— 
We will do, or die. 


a 


BEASTLY QUACKS 





A short time ago, we pounded into very small particles a beastly 
| quack, calling herself Miss Ellen Courtenay. That she is a-miss in one 
| sense we believe, though she shamelessly avows that in another sense she 

is nota Miss, but a Mistress. We had no intention to harm the woman 
| by what we said, further than to put an end to her beastly quackery, or 
‘rather if we could not succeed in doing that, and if she must still live by 
| quackery, we were in the high-minded hope of giving it a less beastly 
| direction. We know that we lead the press, and in fact, the Times, 10 
| illustration of the fact, that we do lead the press, in a very few days after 
| the appearance of our article upon the indecency of the low trickery prac- 
| tised by Miss Ellen Courtenay, and the brat whom she calls Young 
O'Connell, the ‘Limes, we say, modestly adopting our tone, threw 1 is 
| arrow, where we had ably planted our javelin. With the javelin and 
the arrow both sticking in her side, for when we give a dig * heret laters 
'lethalis arundo? Miss Courtenay called at our office, and addressing Mr. 
| Strange, asked him if he was Mr. Strange, to which he replied in the 
affirmative, asin fact, it would have been Strange, if he hadnt. _ Though 
he feltno hesitation in knowing that Ae was himself, he soon discovered 
that the Jady was not herself, or if she was herself, there was not much 
‘credit to be gained for her by the preservation of he identity. Assnmies 
a theatrical air, her first question was,‘ Do you know Mg?” to which t . 
first answer was, ‘ Really, Madam, Ido not.’ ‘ Did you ever seé ME: 
was the next query, given with all the force of Billingsgate. Mr. Strange, 
who could not of course, at all times remember all the scum he may have 
| seen, was pausing ere he replied, when the lady dragged out of her ar 
‘cule, or something else,a poor little animal, who she pushed ~ 
| dramatic attitude—and then demanded, ‘Have you ever seen this | 
| before?’ Mr, Strange was beginning to bring up his juvenile ee 
cences of Bartholomew Fair, and of the numerous abortions 1n the shap 
as roused from his 
ting abuse, as from 


of dwarfs he had from time to time seen, when he w 
reverie, by a tremendous tirade of such truly disgus 





eae teens ot 















of 









Ee 


FIGARO IN LONDON. 


coarseness, must have caused it’s utterer to be cut in the Billingszate 
les—as ‘too low for anything.’ ‘The poor little brat began to bustle 
= ‘ad actually looked fierce. He positively pulled his shirt-collar up 
we inches above his head, placed his arms a-kimbo, and looked as im- 
osing as two feet six inches of congealed water-gruel could possibly ma- 
but as Mr. Strange coolly declined holding converse 


9 appear ,; 
with a child, the brat hopped behind his mother, and ultimately sought 


an asylum in our letter-box. The woman having raised a mob, disap- 
neared, denouncing us and our work, uttering * wows of wengeance, and 
ci raths of orrid rewenge. The boy, we believe, escaped by the chink 
; sh which our correspondence passes into the letter-box. A word to 


it’s 


thiou 
this Miss Courtenay. | | , 
any one attacked by FiGaAro; more especially when, as in this and many. 
other instances, the Times and others of the press follow in our wake. 
We know the importance of our opiniens, but they are not now given 
indiscriminately or heedlessly ; and if quacks like Miss Ellen Courtenay 


will thrust their quackery upon the public, they must expect to fall under | 


our razor. The insolence of such people in going to annoy Mr. Strange 
is equal to their folly. He never sees the FiGaro until it is printed, and 
blackguardism of any kind towards himself personally he always treats 
as it deserves—in the case of Miss Courtenay, he could only treat it mith 
contempt. In conclusion, we beg to say, that we understand the brat is 
no more like O’Connell than a dead donkey is like a race-horse. Weare 
told that our benevolence in recommending Miss Courtenay as a super- 
numerary was not ill judged, for the brawny nature of her arms is such 
as to admit of her holding the heaviest of banners. 


a a I 





A SONG FOR THE 





‘TIMES.’ 


The Times has been boasting bravely of its great delicacy with 
regard to the trial of Lord Melbourne, until it began to be talked 
about. The Times might as well boast of refraining to pick a 
pocket until another thief had first helped himself. The 7tmes 
did not begin, till others had begun—to sully the fair fame of the 
parties. It did not begin to Ait, until the person it assaulted was 
already down. This is worthy the conduct of the ‘ Aonourable men 
and gentlemen * of Printing-house Square. We think their position 
so interesting, that we have written a Song for them. 


Air.—‘ I have plucked the fairest flower.’ 


I have plucked the fairest flower 
In reputation’s bower, 
| have told some thundering lies 
Which can nobody surprise. 
If horrid lies to tell 
Can send a man to hell, 

Tis no use to deceive— 

For I really do believe, 

That [ there must go. 


I have held a man’s good name 
Up to infamy and shame— 
I have done the villain’s part, 
To wound the dearest part. 
And yet, exclaim, I can, 
‘I’m an honourable man.’ 

But yet, I’m quite aware, 

That no one I ensnare, 

For all the world declare, 

I’m sadly low! 


This little song is extremely characteristic of the conduct of 
the Times with respect, or rather without any respect, to the 
parties in the late law suit. The sneaking manner in which it 
professed to be free from party scurrility, is at ,once Jesuitical and 
‘ufernal. It deserves the strongest exposure. 


a i 


ST. STEPHENS’ CATTLE-SHOW 


This Cattle Show came off with more than usual ec/at. The collection | 


Q 
4818 was extremely numerous. 


We can account for the fury and desperation of | 


The prizes were awarded a8 fol- | 


139 


lows :—For the greatest beast in the three kingdoms,—the Duke of Cam- 
berland. Secord ditto,—Lord Wynford. For the best bull,—a cele 
brated Irish Member. Fora buck with the largest pair of horns, the 
prize was awarded to Lord Ellenborough. For the greatest jackass,— 
Alderman Venables. The greatest hog,—the right hon. the Lord Mayor. 
The greatest calf,—Horace ‘I'wiss. The greatest goose, —the hon. George 
Norton. The finest duck,—Queen Adelaide. The largest blubber,— 
Lord Eldon. The prizes having been awarded, the beasts were exhibited, 
| when it was declared such a parcel of beasts never before were met with. 
| The marrow-bones and cleavers’ fashionable cut and shuffle band was in 
| attendance, and played a variety of rum chaunts. 





PROCEEDINGS OF THE COMMON COUNCIL 


Several important motions are on the books, and will doubtless be 
moved as soon as opportunity offers. Among the principal are the fol- 
lowing :—Mr. Charles Pearson to move for the quantity of whiffs neces- 
sary in smcking a million cigars, and for a return of all the sparks that 
have dropped, for the last forty years, out of the tubes of tobacco pipes. 
Mr. Alderman Wood has given notice that, for the benefit of the rising 
generation, he means to move for a return of all the pennies to the little 
boys who have visited penny shows in the united kingdom, during the 
last twenty years. Itis said that the family of the late Duke of Gloces- 
ter will be considerably enriched by this arrangement, as His Royal 
Highness was accustomed to be very lavish in this particular. Alderman 
Scales has moved for a copy of the correspondence that passed between 
Hobler and a city policeman, on the subject of a drunken man having been 
found in Portsoken Ward; and if no written correspeadence took place 
on the subject, still Alderman Scales does not consent to withdraw his 
motlon. 








THE CITY BUDGET 





This important City State paper was liid before the Common Counci! 
on Monday last, and we are happy, on the whole, to be able to congratu- 
late the Citizens on the state of their finances. There is no surplus in 
money, but there is a valuable property in kitchen-stuff and ginger-beer 
bottles, for the saleof which a negotiation has been opened with some 
marine store shops of the first respectability. The expenditure for the 
year has been frugal, not to say shabby, and the revenue has been coi- 
lected with the greatest difficulty. The young man who goes round for 
the police rate, has not been able to get one farthing of it, and in one of 
two instances his application has earned for him more kicks than half- 
pence. The beadle’s hat was lost in the recent storm, but otherwise the 
aspect of mercantile affairs is favourable, The hat was not insured. It 
was seen being carried with the greatest velocity down Fleet Street, with 
the beadle in it, but when it passed the Bar, that functionary was thrown 
out of it with a most violent pitch upon his stomach. The Budget con- 
| tains an item which we think objectionable, namely, Secret Service Mo- 

ney, 9d. The citizens should be on their guard in all financial matters. 
he estimates for the next year are moderate, though they include a pin- 
| afore for Hobler. It is expected this will be the cause of a violent strug- 
| gle. Weare of course flattered by the sum of 501, appearing in the es- 
| timates for the purchase of numbers of FiGAro 1n LONDDN, which the 
| civic authorities declare they cannot do without, and which, they add, 
| they mean to make their Statute Book in future. It is expected this sum 
| will be enlarged in the Committee, 


en 


eee 


MASTER WALTER 


{ 

| 

| This man of the Times has lately been attempting to say smart things, 
| and his friends boast that O’Connell has smarted under his sallies. We 
| confess we have not seen the point of his self-styled wit, nor can we 
| perceive that the Irish patriot has suffered, though we will admit the 
| probability of Walter’s weapons being dangerous, since those instru- 
| ments are most painful in operating which are blunt at the edges and 
| have no point. 
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A Personality 
Lord Lyndhurst, who is quite as personad in his abuse as he is purse 
and aff in his principles, was making some coarse and vulgar jokes, the 
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omher day, upon the shortness of Lord John Russell. ‘In truth,’ said 
the clumsy barren of Exchequer, ‘I wonder how so little a man can go | 
to such /engths as a politician.’ His Lordship oughé to be the last man | 
in the World to wonder at any discrepancy. 


A Weighty Matter 


The Tory papers have complimented the Peers upon their firmness. 
They might, with good reason, compliment a thick head upon its thick- 
ness. Firmness in a bad cause is the worst kind of obstinacy. 


A Curiosity 


The papers tell us, that the Hon. Mrs. Norton was in the Zoological | 
Is Mrs. Norton | 


(sardens on Monday week, with a party of fashionables. 


a monster, that she is thus classed with the animals at the Zoological | 


(sardens ? 


a Dead Weight 


It is said that the Lords have thrown themselves upon the country. 
This, we confess; but the country seems determined to throw them off 
again, for it does not like the burden. 


A Good Riddance. 


The papers say, that the Police are active in their endeavours to rid the 
streets of the swell mob. We can hardly think that they do their duty, 
for we ourselves saw Wellington and Cumberland the other day walking 
along Parliament Street. 


THEATRICALS. 





Perrot too< his benefit last Thursday, on which occasion he had a 
great deal of good singing and good dancing. 
effective, and to us truly refreshing. It was correct 


The novelty of the night was a song by Carlotta Grisi. Excellence in 


the heels is not often accompanied by any excellence so high as the head, | 
but Carlotta Grisi proved that she can do something with her tongue as | 
She 


weil as with her toes, and that from head to foot she is talented. 
sang a cavatina from Donizetti’s ‘ Lucia di Lammermoor,’ and it was very 
much applauded. She goes high in her singing, like she does in her 
dancing; her voice, like her limbs, is light and flexible. She would 
not, however, eclipse her fair cousin, were she to take altogether to the 
singing dine, but she might eclipse a great many Others of a great deal 
more pretension. The benetit was very well attended, and we were glad 
lo see it. 


Covent Garden having closed, the Haymarket and English Opera have | 


not now so much to contend against. We regret the production at the 
latter house, of a piece called the Rebel Chief, said to be from the pen of 
Mr. Grattan. It will not, however, add much to his reputation. | 


VauxHaALt.—Contrary to th al fortune that; es etedans | : aa ees : 
ary to the usual fortune that attends these gardens | Parts, price Fourpence, with beautiful Engravings, and hot-pressed. Parts 


the weather has been fine, so that there has been no want of patronage } 


on the part of the public. We shall not however, at present, vive a 


detailed critique, as it is our intention to return to the subject in the | 


course of a week or two. 


At White Conduit they are doing wonders, and the present spirited 
proprietors really deserve our praise for the liberal manner in whicli 
they have catered for the public. The amusements are attractive and 
of a varied description, and as the hour at which they conclude is 
moderately early, the gardens have been nightly filled with a numerous | 
as well as respectable company. 


A Ct ne ince ea _ 


TO CORRESPONDENTS 





In our remarks upon “ Tue AGe,” and its Proprietor, we inadvertent- | 
ly made an allusion toa member of his family, for which there appears 
to be no foundation. Our war is with him, in his public character, and 
that of bis journal, and it is not therefore our wish to wound the feelitigs 
of unoffending private persons. 


Printed and Published (for the Proprietor) by W 





The tarantella was highly | 
and characteristic. | 


| One Penny, each embellished witha beautiful engraving, and in 


Just pub ished, neatly hound in cloth, 


| Republic, and Charles tI. 


| patriot."—MOoNTHLY REPOSITORY 


LONDON. 
ADVERTISEMENTS. 
Just Published, One Shilling Each, 


OW TO ENJOY LONDON—on £25 to £500 ‘per annum. 


Shewing the Means of being Happy, instead of being Miserable ; 


and Rich, instead of being poor; the whole resolved into the Philosophy cf 


Enjoyment. 


ae BOOK OF ETIQUETTE; or, the Whole Art of Politeness. 


| He” TO KEEP HOUSE on £150 to £200 per annuum. 


| 
| 
i 
} 


| J. Bollaert, 12, Wellington Street, Strand ; and Sold 


| at 39, Cornhil! » 
51, Paternoster Row; 51, Haymarket; and 162, Piccadilly. 








| ARRINGTON’S PATENT ELECTRIZERS, the most cerain 
| Cure yet discovered forthe TOO TH-ACHE, TIC-DOLOREUX, 
| RHEUMATISM, &c, &c. THE DENTAL ELECTRIZER is a thin Plate of mixe, 
Metals, which being placed in the Mouth upon the Gums, by a Galvanic Operation w: 
| relieve the pains ot Tooth Ache, an‘ Tic- Doloreux.—Price 2s.each. THE LEAF ELEc. 
| TRIZER, will cure Rheumatism Sprains, Sore Throat, Swellings, &c. It is to be placed 
| on the skin at the part affected; and may be worn without the slightest inconvenience, 
Price Is., 2s., and 18s.,each. Wholesale Warehouse, 112, Fleet Street. Country 
| Agents Supplied. 





ye GOUT and RHEUMATIC PILLS.—The decided sy 
periority of this medicine over every other hitherto offered to publi 
notice, for the cure of those dreadfully painful diseases, Gout, Rheumatie Gout, Rheu- 
matism, Lumbago, &c, is so fully manifested by a rapidly increasing sale, andthe testi- 
mony of thousandsin every rank o life, that those who are aware of the existence of 
such a remedy, and have 1,ot availed themselves of trying its efficacy, cannot truly be 
objects of sympathy. The testimcnials of the astonishing effects of this medicine are 
universally accompanied by the fact, that no inconvenicnce of any sort attends its admi- 
nistration, but that the patient, without feeling the operation of the medicine, is univer- 
sally leftin a stronger and better state of health than experienced previous to being 
afflicted with this disease; and in all cases of acute suffering, great relief is experienced 
in a few hours, and a cure is generalla effected in two or three days 

This valuable discovery is sold by Thomas Prout, 229, Strand, London ; 
pointment by ali medicine venders in the kingdom. 

Price 2s.Sd. per Box —Ask for Blair’s Gout and Rheumatic Pills; 
signature of ‘* Thomas Prout’’ is on the outside of the wrapper 
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and by his ap- 


and see that the 


Copyright Plays only Sixpence each ; the following are now ready, 


| 7ICTORINE; or, (L!1. SLEEP ON IT. By J. B. Bucstove, 


THE DREAM AT SFA. ; ; ro 
AGNES DE VERE, &e. &e. _ - : i. 


I OW DO YOU MANAGE? a Farce, as performed at the Adelphi 


Theatre; being No, 6 of ‘ Bayly’s Popular Dramas.’ 


Already published, 


A GENTLEMAN IN DIFFICULTIES. By T. H. Bayty 
COMFORTABLE SERVICE. - do. 
ONE HOUR ; or THE CARNIVAL BALL. do. 
THE DAUGHTER. - 2 do. 
FORTY AND FIFTY. - do 


PERFECTION, will be ready in a Few Days 
This Edition is handsomely printed on good paper, with Stage Directions, 
Costume, Caste of Characters, &c. under the immediate superintendence 
of the Authors. 
| ALES OF ALL NATIONS; or, Popular Legends and Romances. 


Publishing in Weekly Numbers, price One Penny each, andin Monthly 


1 to Jare now ready. 
PPSALES OF THE SBA; or 


Fires, and other Disasters of the Ocein In 


interesting Narratives of Shipwrecks, 

Weekly Numbers, 

Monthly 

Parts, price 4d. 36 Nos and Nine Parts are now ready. 

price 3s 6xi 

op THE LIF kK, OF MI L, | ( yN 3 Comprising nis Person il History. and an 
account of the times in which he lived, ¢.e. those of Charles I., the 

By WILLIAM CARPENTER. 

The object of this Work isto detail those extraordinary events, under the Monarchy, t" 
Commonwealth, and the Restoration, which called forth the energies of his mighty mine 
on behalf of civil and religious liberty 

“ Asa biography it is ably written.”—Court JouRNAL. 
«This isa valuable addition to the people’s knowledge of Milton.”—News. | 
‘A cheap,and popular, and sensible, and spirited account of the great poet an 


“ Thislittle volume will furnish the people with an outline of Milton's publie life 
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